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of these we know nothing, and can know nothing.

For us there is only one season, the season of
sorrow. The very sun and moon seem taken from
us. Outside, the day may be blue and gold, but
the light that creeps down through the thickly-
muffled glass of the small iron-barred window be-
neath which one sits is grey and niggard. It is
always twilight in one's cell, as it is always twi-
light in one's heart. And in the sphere of thought,
no less than in the sphere of time, motion is no
more. The thing that you personally, have long
ago forgotten, or can easily forget, is happening
to me now, and will happen to me again to-
morrow. Remember this, and you will be able to
understand a little of why I am writing, and
in this manner writing. . . .

Three more months go over and my mother
dies. No one knew how deeply I loved and
honoured her. Her death was terrible to me; but
I, once a lord of language, have no words in
which to express my anguish and my shame.
Never even in the most perfect days of my de-
velopment as an artist could I have found words
fit to bear so august a burden; or to move with
sufficient stateliness of music through the purple
pageant of my incommunicable woe. She and my
father had bequeathed me a name they had made
noble and honoured, not merely in literature,
art, archaeology, and science, but in the public
history of my own country, in its evolution as a